Teutonic sentimentality about home customs. Whet
I came back from the cinema I found he had beater
Felicity up and given her a black eye. The next morning
he crept up to my bedroom and implored me to com*
with him to the beach where we had all three earliei
arranged to camp, I refused, and he went off by him-
self. A few days later he took for himself a house
down the coast and moved into it with his shelves oi
Nietzsche, Dreiser, Shaw, Wilde and Aldous Huxley,
In the lodging-house the staff's extravagances began to
pass all bounds. One of the boys ran off with a week's
takings. Another threw a bicycle at Alois. Alois
retorted by throwing a brick. The clientele were
slowly melting away and he began to let rooms to
Eurasian schoolmistresses and Chinese honeymoon
couples.
Alois and Felicity both confided their troubles in
me. Alois told me that Felicity was a millstone round
his neck, dirty, lazy and a bore in bed. Felicity
declared that Alois was all she had in life and that she
had given everything she possessed to set him up in the
boarding-house. She took the whole of one steamy
night to explain this, but when I suggested that the
obvious solution was my departure, she implored me not
to go. That would only make things worse, she said.
Alois would insist that she had driven me away and
her life would be made more miserable than ever. But
in the end I had to leave.
Miss Levasseur, the proprietress of my third board-
ing-house, was quite as pathetic a figure, in her way,
as Felicity. She was thirty-two years old, short, plump